So                           THE STEEL GLAS.

Then helpe me now, O byrd of gentle bloud,
In barrayne verfe, to tell a frutefull tale,
A tale (I meane) which may content the mindes
Of learned men, and graue Philofophers.

And you my Lord, (whofe happe hath heretofore
Bene, louingly to reade my reckles rimes,
And yet haue deignde, with fauor to forget
The faults of youth, which paft my hafly pen:
And therwithall, haue gracioufly vouchfafte,
To yeld the reft, much more than they defervde)
Vouchfafe (lo now) to reade and to perufe,
This rimles verfe, which flowes from troubled mind,
Synce that the line, of that falfe caytife king,
(Which rauimed fayre Phylomene for luft,
And then cut out, hir trustie tong for hate)
Liues yet (my Lord) which words I weepe to write.
They hue, they hue, (alas the worfe my lucke)
Whofe greedy luft, vnbridled from their breft,
Hath raunged long about the world fo wyde,
To fmde a pray for their wide open mouthes,
And me they found, (0 wofull tale to tell)
Whofe harmeleffe hart, perceivde not their deceipt

But that my Lord, may playnely vnderftand,

The myfleries, of all that I  do meane,

I am not he whom flaunderous tongues haue tolde,

(Falfe tongues in dede, and craftie fubtile braines)

To be the man, which ment a common fpoyle

Of louing dames, whofe eares wold heare my words

Or trufl the tales deuifed by my pen.

In' am a man, as fome do thinke I am,

(Laugh not good Lord) I am in dede a dame,

Or at the leaft, a right Hermaphrodite:           ^   .

And who defires, at large to knowe my name,   noranf"

My birth, my line, and euery circumflance,      f^hcity

Lo reade it here, Playne deafyngw&s my Syre, thought

And he begat me by SimplytiU',        *